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T H E A  B R O W N
I A M  A C Y M B A L I S T
I am  d ec o u p a g e d  in t r i l l ium petals t h o u g h  pa t te rn s  o f  four  for the  
sake o f  d i v in a t io n .  I get my  job do n e ,  ca tegor iz ing  tissue samples.  
Fil ing,  r e a l ly .  Ted ious ,  T i m e s  Square  in the  70s.  1 smell  like meat  all 
the  t ime .  Dogs  fol low in sor ry spectacle.  Invi te t h e m  in and  tell th e m  
the  future ,  you  say. I keep losing m y  m o u t h ,  b u t  rh y m i n g  f rom w i n ­
dows,  a c lu t t e r ed  em u ls io n  o f  c lou dspacc  a nd  leaf litter. We  keep  the  
water  hea te r  off, c r u m b l e  on ly  o u tw a rd .  A seq uen ce  is spreading ,  a 
d i a m o n d  light .  Spin me a pre t ty  s tory  a nd  1 11 p o u r  you the  s t ronges t  
da iqu i r i  we ma ke  a r o u n d  here.
•  •  •
S o m e t i m e s  by tissue samples  1 mean  b iops ied  tu m o rs ,  s o m e t i m e s  ex­
t remi t ies .  I keep on  the  T .V . whi le  sor t ing,  tell everyone  I never get 
h u n g r y  at work  t h o u g h  that 's  no t  t rue.  So m e t im e s  I ’ll ma ke  myself  a 
B.L.T.  b u t  I always m ake  an effort  to eat quickly.  I he w in d o w s  g low 
with a l ight tha t  can' t  be f rom o u td o o r s .  It scut t les a r o u n d  the  panes.  
1 work  by it.
•  •  •
In the  m u s e u m  I w a tc h  the  wha le  a nd  h ow  its deadness  slowly over ­
takes the  b lue  space as evenin g  l imps  forward ,  swells, c losing a p ­
pr oachi ng .  C a v e r n o u s  as enc losure.  C a v e r n o u s  as sealed in in c a n ­
descent  n i gh t da rk .  C a v e r n o u s  as ca rn ivorous ,  h u n g r y  to d i s t rac t ion .  
O n c e  I h id  wi th  the  impalas .  T h e i r  hides gave o f f  c o m fo r ta b le  m us t y  
dus t ,  bu t  you f o u n d  m e  and  coaxed me out .  Is this  b o r i n g  you:'  I he 
puf f ins  the  next  w in g  over all sh u d d e r e d  the i r  beaks agains t  the  glass 
in solidarity.
Every day we burn  our collected garbage and go to sleep. The aquarium  
heat lamp Hicks on and off. The lionfish treads in a corner. We nam ed 
him, but misremember the happening. A cracked spell to movement, 
a frame. An enclosure. The citizenry trum pets its success, new saplings 
along the boulevard. We admire them. And the municipal confetti 
streams like clockwork.
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